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The High Price of Fame 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by this video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VCYB4uKABUc 


The days had grown darker and the nights had become longer. They were indistinguishable from one another 
with hours that stretched into millennia He dwelt in the cave that had once been his mind, watching re-runs 
of his life and picking fault with every moment. Life's spark had been stolen away. Some would call it 
depression. Others would name it as the beginnings of psychosis. To Dave, it was a one way street he couldn't 


get off. The wheels of his life had locked and he was on a collusion course with a wall he couldn't see. 


Sunlight streamed through the house, the California heat battling with the air-conditioned building. Knick-knacks 
were spread out around the house; a toy car on a window ledge, an abandoned guitar, a piece of artwork 


hanging on the wall. All were mementos of a previous life that no longer existed. 


Dave saw none of them. His walk was slow and deliberate, that of a man who needed to think before he played 
out another act. With his eyes fixed straight ahead, Dave kept his head lowered slightly so that his dark hair 
fell across one eye. His guitar dangled from his left hand, the strap swinging with the beat of his pace. He 


didn't blink, instead letting the full horrors of his present embed themselves in his mind. 


There was no more band. No more music. No more parties. No more love. All of it was gone, washed away by 
the grim reality that they were no longer useful. The world had moved on and deemed Dave and his friends 
useless, things that could be tossed away like trash. The human scrapheap was all that beckoned for the Foo 
Fighters. 


A cool chill swept over Dave's skin as he turned onto the hallway that would lead into his garage. Photographs 
and framed records decorated the walls. None of it meant anything to Dave any more. His time, and that of his 


band, was over. He was ready for his final encore. 


The clatter of a band rehearsing ebbed from behind the closed door. Pushing it open, Dave walked in, his eyes 
scanning over the group of four men. At one point all had been brothers to him, if in friendship rather than 
blood. They were still family but, as with all close knit groups, there were times when those bonds began to 


erode. 


None of them looked at Dave as he walked in. Silently he placed the guitar to one side and surveyed the scene. 
At the very least he should have felt remorse. But there was nothing as he watched the other men tune 


their instruments. 


Dave drew the gun from the waistband of his jeans. The small handgun felt heavy in his hands, the metal 


warm against his palm. There were just enough rounds to do the job. 


The first shot tore through Chris's skull. Blood, brain matter and fragments of skull burst across the clean, 


concrete wall. The guitarists final expression was one of sweet serenity. He'd never known what was coming. 


The sound of the gun firing silenced the remaining three. All turned to look at Dave, their faces filled with 
horror and shock. 


Nate began, "The fuck, Da-" 


Dave didn't give him chance to finish, his finger squeezing the trigger and placing a slug of metal between the 
bassist's eyes. There was another bloom of red mist and Nate slumped to the floor. His eyes, filled with the 
anguish of betrayal, were forever fixed on Dave. It was a look that Dave would take to his own grave, one that 


would haunt him until the ground fell from beneath his feet. 


A small, lean body jumped on his back, arms wrapping around his neck. No sounds came from Dave's lips as he 
wrestled the hissing, spitting drummer to the ground. Behind him, he could hear Pat rattling through the 
drawers, no doubt finding something to subdue Dave with. Why he hadn't run, Dave didn't know. A sense of 
loyalty? The need to rescue Taylor? Pat had always stood up for those in need, a quality that Dave had 
greatly admired. 


"Have you lost your mind?!" Taylor bawled. "You have, haven't you?! You've finally fuckin’ lost it" 


Tears streamed down the blonde man's cheeks, his grief on full show for the man who stood over him. But 
Dave wouldn't let it stop him. He'd planned on ending Taylor's life last, wanting to spend as long as possible in 
the presence of the man he'd loved for so very long. The drummer clawed at Dave's legs as he tried to pull 
himself to his feet, the shock and horror of what was unfolding weakening him. 


Dave saw a flicker of movement from the corner of his eye. Using his foot to push Taylor away, he swung 
around to face Pat. The well built man came at him with a crowbar clutched in his hands and a snarl twisting 
his lips. Three strides separated them when Dave fired. Pat's head snapped back, the now familiar red rain of a 
life snuffed out flaring behind him. The garage was beginning to smell like a slaughter house with the stench of 


iron rich in the air. 


None of them had tried to run which, even in his darkness, had confused Dave. The garage door had been easy 
to open and the door he'd entered had remained unlocked. Yet, like loyal lambs, they'd all stood there and taken 
the death Dave had handed out to them. 


All but one. 


Taylor remained on the floor, sobbing and sniffing as he desperately tried to crawl away from the bloodbath. 
Reaching down, Dave grabbed a handful of the drummer's hair and hauled him to his feet. Taylor cried out in 


pain, struggling as Dave turned the smaller man to face him. 
"Why?! Why'd you do this? It didn't have to be like this. It didn't!" 


Wrapping an arm around Taylor's narrow waist, he looked into the blonde man's terrified eyes. How he wanted 
to kiss away the fear and tell Taylor that this was for the best. There was no pain on the other side. No fear 


or loathing or anguish. Just a calm and peaceful darkness. 


Cradling the gun against one finger, Dave ran his hand down Taylor's face. The drummer mewled and squirmed 
as he tried to break away from his friend's strong grasp. Dave loved and adored Taylor far more than he'd 
ever allowed himself to admit. He'd wanted to have something more with him only to never find the words to 
explain his feelings. It was an issue that had made Dave laugh. There he was, able to write Grammy winning 
songs. Yet he'd never been able to express his deepest feelings. Only now, with death looming, did he feel like he 
had the courage to do something. 


Taylor chose that moment to change tactic. "Please, Dave. Please don't do this. Please let's just leave it. | won't 


tell a soul. | promise. Just let me go. Let me live." 

Dave allowed himself to give Taylor a small, warm smile. Leaning closer, he pressed his lips against Taylor's 
forehead, tasting his friend's skin for the first, and last, time. The drummer shuddered against him, his crying 
and pleading becoming more frantic. His voice should have cut through Dave and broken his heart. But it didn't. 


Dave moved his lips to Taylor's temple and raised the gun. Pressing the muzzle to the drummer's forehead, 


Dave closed his eyes as his squeezed the trigger. The sound of the gun echoed around the garage and Taylor's 
body spasmed in his arms before becoming limp. Shards of bone and droplets of blood splattered Dave's face 
as Taylor's head exploded. 


Dave felt his throat tighten as the drummer's body began to cool. Slowly he lowered the deceased man to the 
concrete floor. Only then did he open his eyes and take a look at what remained of his best friend. 


With no view of the exit wound, Taylor looked as though he was watching the sky, searching for the one thing 


that would save him. Dave bent down and gently drew down the drummer's eyelids. 


Dave spent a moment longer looking at Taylor before he turned his attention to the gun. The decision to kill his 
loved ones hadn't been taken lightly. For months the virus, known only as X, had been eating away at the planet. 
It had started small, attacking the rich suburbs of London, New York, Paris and Dubai. Its victims had all been 
those of affluent lifestyles, the disease slowly eating away at their insides before they slowly bled to death. 
Images had been beamed around the world of celebrities lying in puddles of their own blood and faeces. It had 
been gore porn at its finest, selling subscriptions to websites where people could watch the rich and famous 
writhe and bleed and scream to their deaths. Teams of camera crews had stalked the 1%, patiently waiting for 
them to begin coughing, ready to film every agonising moment. The less wealthy, those known as the 99%, had 
cheered at each new case, clamouring for information and images, revelling in the agony inflicted on those 


higher up the monetary ladder. 


No one knew why it affected only a select portion of the population. Scientists had been baffled by the virus, 
watching as it had morphed and changed and morphed again Doctors had raced to find a cure while the 
wealthy had burrowed themselves into safe havens. Still the virus had found them, tearing them apart in their 


luxury bolt holes while the world rejoiced. 


Pain slashed through Dave and his stomach cramped. He snarled and clutched himself, doubled over as the 
heat of agony stabbed through him. He would have paid any amount of money to stop the onward halt of the 
virus. He'd have given anything for one last breath and one last heartbeat. The scream he wanted to give was 
lost to his own coughing and hacking. Globules of blood fell from his lips and splashed against the floor. Outside 
he could hear the sound of scuffling and muffled voices. 


There was one last thing to do. 


Dave took the door opener from his pocket. With a final glance at the carnage he'd caused, he pressed the 
button. The motor above him whirred and creaked, the sunlight streaming in as the door was pulled upwards. 
He was momentarily blinded, unable to see the people who catcalled to him. The voices were vicious and filled 
with a sadistic lust. 


Slowly they came into focus, the shadows becoming human. Dave looked them in the eye. He took in the snarls 
that twisted their faces. He listened as they jeered and tormented him. His own face changed, mirroring theirs 
as a trickle of blood snaked from his nose. Cameras were trained on him, watching as the red droplet pooled on 


Dave's upper lip. He could see his reflection in the lenses, a hundred glass eyes shooting his every move. 


Beyond them were the satellite trucks that were broadcasting his capture to a paying audience. Somewhere 
there'd been an ambulance waiting to take him to the facility where he'd take his last breath in the virtual 


presence of the public. 


For the final time, Dave lifted the gun. He kept his eyes trained on the vultures as he pressed the muzzle to 
his temple, his finger tightening around the trigger. 


Dave didn't blink as he took his final breath. 


